
I'VE ROPED LOTS OF 
STEERS, BUT THIS IS THE 
FIRST TIME I EVER 
v CAUGHT A COYOTE ! y 



CONSARN YOU, 
BALLEW, I NEVER 
COULD GET THE 
DROP ON you/ 



STARRING 
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ADVERTISEMENT 



ADVICE TO COMIC READERS FOR 

BAD SKIN 



Stop Worrying Now About Pimples, Blackheads 
And Other Externally Caused Skin Troubles 

JUST FOLLOW SKIN DOCTOR'S SIMPLE DIRECTIONS 

By ■ 'yi/etn/i/iib 

Have you ever stopped to realize that the leading screen stars whom you admire, 
as well as the beautiful models who have lovely, soft white skin_were all bom 
just like you with a lovely smooth skin? 

The truth is that many girls and women do not give their skin a chance to show 
off the natural beauty that lies hidden underneath those externally caused pimples, 
blackheads and irritations. For almost anyone can have the natural, normal com- 
plexion which is in itself beauty. All you have to do is follow a few amazingly 
simple rules. 

fected and bring you the humiliation 
of pimples, blackheads or other blem- 
ishes. When you neglect your skin by 
not giving it the necessary care, you 
leave yourself wide open to externally 
caused skin miseries. Yet proper atten- 
tion with the double Vidcrm treatment 
may mean the difference between en- 
joying the confidence a fine skin gives 
you or the embarrassment of an ugly, 
unbeautiful skin that makes you want 
to hide your face. 



The double Viderm treatment is a for- 
mula prescribed by a skin doctor with 
amazing success, and costs you only a 
few cents daily. This treatment con- 
sists of twto jars. One contains Viderm 
Skin Cleanser, a jelly-like formula 
which penetrates and acts as an anti- 
septic upon your pores. After you use 
thik special Viderm Skin Cleanser, you 
simply apply the Viderm Fortified 
Medicated Skin Cream. You rub this 
in, leaving an almost invisible protec- 
tive covering for the surface of your 
skin. 

This double treatment has worked 
wonders for so many cases of external 
skin troubles that it may help you, too 
— in fact, your money will be refunded 




Many women shut themselves out of 
the thrills of life — dates, romance, 
popularity, social and business success 
—only because sheer neglect has robbed 
them of the good looks, poise and femi- 
nine self-assurance which could so eas- 
ily be theirs. Yes, everybody looks at 
your face. The beautiful complexion, 
which is yours for the asking, is like a 
permanent card of admission to all the 
good things of life that every woman 
craves. And it really can be yours— take 
my word for it! — no matter how dis- 
couraged you may be this very minute 
about those externally caused skin 
miseries. 

Medical science gives us the truth 
about a lovely skin. There are small 
Specks of dust and dirt in the air all the 
time. When these get into the open 
pores in your skin, they can in time 
cause the pores to become larger and 
more susceptible to dirt particles, dust 
and infection. These open pores begin 
to form blackheads which become in- 





i'/ it doesn't. Use it for only ten days. 
You have everything to gain and noth- 
ing to lose. It is a guaranteed treat- 
ment. Enjoy it. Your dream of a dear, 
smooth complexion may come true in 
ten days or less. 

Use your double Viderm treatment 
every day until your skin is smoother 
and clearer. Then use it only once a 
week to remove stale make-up and dirt 
specks that infect your pores, as well as 
to aid in healing external irritations. 
Remember that when you help prevent 
blackheads, you also help to prevent 
externally caused skin miseries and 
pimples. 

Incidentally, while your two jars and 
the doctor's directions are on their way 
to you, be sure to wash your face as 
often as necessary. First use warm 
water, then cleanse with water as cold 
as you can stand it, in order to freshen, 
stimulate and help dose your pores. 
After you receive everything, read your 
directions carefully. Then go right to it 
and let these two fine formulas help 
your dreams of a beautiful skin come 

Just mail your name and address to 
Betty Memphis, care of the New York 
Skin Laboratory, 206 Division Street, 
Dept 3 1 1 New York 2. N. Y. By return 
mail you will receive the doctor's direc- 
tions, and both jars, packed in a safety- 
sealed carton. On delivery, pay two 
dollars plus postage. If you wish, you 
can save the postage fee by mailing the 
two dollars with your letter. If you are 
in any way dissatisfied, your money 
will be cheerfully refunded. To give you 
an idea of how fully tested and proven 
the Viderm double treatment is, i^ may 
interest you to know that, up to this 
month, over two hundred and twelve 
thousand women have ordered it on 
my recommendation. If you could only 
see the thousands of happy, grateful 
letters that have come to me as a result, 
you would know the joy this simple 
treatment can bring. And, think of it! — 
the treatment must work for you, or it 
doesn't cost you a cent. 




Y STEP RIGHT UP, 
GENTS.' THERE'S 
PLENTY MORE ^ 
’ WHERE T HIS . TS 
CAME FROM / M 



ff NHAR WOULD VOU 
^ . BE IF IT WASN’T 
FOR OLD GUMPTION,^ 
T7 DUSTY ? 



UtyjEET DUSTY SALLEW. 
HARD-FISTED, STRAIGHT- SHOOT- 
ING ROYER OF THE RANGE, 
AND HI5 SIDE-KICK GUMPTION 
JONES.... WHEN THESE TWO 
MAVERICKS START RIDING, THE 
- • - NOT TO 



FUR STARTS FLYING 

MENTION LEAD AND FISTS, AS 
DUSTY TANGLES WITH " THE 

RANGE LAND SNATCHERS." 



Y CUT THE TALK, AN’ START 

5WINGIN’, DUSTY OL’ 

GUMPTION’S IN A JAM/ /- 



SUMPTION 

YOU OLD 
MAVERICK / 



PRIZE COMICS is published bl-monthly by Feature Publications. Inc.. 1790 Brow 
xecond-clnu matter April 16. 1945, at the Post Office at New York. N. Y., under 
10c. Yearly aubicription rate (6 iMQci) *.60 in the U. S. A. The itorien. charactei 
alne are Imaginary. Entire contenta copyrighted 1948 by Feature Publications, 
— a •« ” b. Patent Office. 



YAHOO.' \OH-OH--THEKE5 

REMEMBER TROUBLE IN 

/THAT SALOON.. 
THE ALAMO. / A ND THE VOICE 
St*. y SOUNDS FAMILIAR. 



TOMBSTONE, 

ARIZONA, 

IN THE 
EARLY 80’S 
WAS NOT 
EXACTLY 
A MODEL 
COMMUNITY.... 
AND DU5TY 
BALLEW 
FOUND THAT 
OUT SOON 
ENOUGH... 
ONE 
HOUR 
AFTER 
HE GOT 
INTO 
TOWN 




GUMPTION , SOME PAY, } CAN'T SAY YOU 
YOU'LL GET US, INTO J AIN'T SPEAKlN ’ 

A REAL JAM/ . >rTHE TRUTH, DUSTY. 



GIT MOVIN' 
GUMPTION 



THE USUAL, DUSTY. ] 

I WAS A YARNIN' 7 

ABOUT THE « 

a ALAMO WHEN \ 
^ ONE OF THEM } 

r WADDJES CALLED l 
ME A LIAR. NOW- A 
t MEBBE I DO STRETCH) 
r THE TRUTH— BUT / 

l OL’ GUMPTION ^ 

AIN'T BEIN' CALLED 
A LIAR / 

7\Y soooo.... ^ 



SO you GOT YOURSELF 
INTO MORE TROUBLE * 
THAN YOU CAN HANDLE. 
OKAY, GUMPTION — IT < 
WAS A GOOD 



) WAAL NOW, > 
■ THAT'S A MIGHTY 
INTELLIGENT > 
WAY TO LOOK / 

7 AX IT • 



WORK-OUT. 



START HEADIN' 
FOR THE DOOR 
GUMPTION .' 



HEY/ THAT'S 



IN A CLOUD OF DU5T , THE TWO GALLOP 
OUT- OF TOMBSTONE 



MV HOSS j 



PHEW/ THAT WAS A 0/T TOO 
CLOSE.... GOT A COUPLE OF 
BULLET HOLES IN MY STETSON - 
-WHAT WAS IT ALL ABOUT, 
GUMPTION ? 



RECKON 
WE CAN 
REIN IN, 
DUSTY. 







5AAAV, GUMPTION. ...ME03E 
THERE'S ANOTHER WAR BROKE 

OUT -OR THE REDSKINS - 

ARE ON THE PROWL. — .. 



AIN'T 5EEN NOTHIN' LIKE 
THIS SINCE THE LAST 
APACHE UPR/5IN’. THEM 
FOLKS 15 IN A SAD WAV. 



WHAT'S 
THE o 
5TORY ? 



W HO CARES , GUMPTION ? WHO 
CARE5-" LET'S MOSEY OVER 
NORTHWARD"' HEAR THE RAIL- 
ROAD'S COMlN' IN — AN' I'D KIND 

OF LIKE TO <51 T AN EVFUL . . 

_ OF THE SOIN'5 ON . J 



SEVERAL DAYS LATER — 



WHAR WE 
HEADIN’, 
DUSTY ? 



WHUTS WRONG, ^ WORSE. J THEY DROVE US 
FRIEND? INJUNS?/ LAND ~\ OFF. SLACKlE 
, SRABSERS.' ) POWERS AN’ 

7~^ /■" \T 'J 



OH ? (SUMPTION , RECKON WE RE 
5TICKIN' AROUND FOR A WHILE 
I'D LIKE TO MEET UP WITH THIS 
HERE SLACKfE FELLER. ■ 



RAILROAD'S COMlN' THROUGH . 
BLACKIE DROVE US FROM OUR 
LAND, AN’ HE'LL CHARGE THE 
RAILROAD BIG: PRICES WHEN 
THEY BUY UP FOR THE / 
RIGHT- O’- WAV. / 





SHED DUST 
GUMPTION —WE 
HAVE WORK TO 
DO... THAT YARN'LL 
HOLD. SEE YOU 
LATER, FOLKS. . 





OH, DAVE — 
MEBBE OUR 
TROUBLES 
'ARE OVER . 



SHECK5, THOUGHT I KNEW 
THAT YOUNG MAVERICK.... 
HE'S DUSTY BALLEW WHO 
BROKE UP THE RUSTLIN’ 
RING DOWN YUMA WAY. / 



( RIGHT. V 
) HMM. PLACE 
/ LOOKS 
DESERTEp. 



SAAY, DUSTY— WE BEEN RIDIN 1 
LIKE BLAZES. THE HOS5E5 15 
TUCKERED. LET'S GIT' 

SOME WATER, HYAR. > ^ 



he's a hard hombre, 

GLAD HE'S ON OUR 
— - SIDE . r — 



I’M WITH YOU, 
SONNY . 



OFFEN 

LAND/ 



•••• 

•EE ^(UOUSE . )\^ 



SUPPENLY 



THAT WATER 
LOOKS - -HEy 



GUMPTION C 




I'LL LA RN YOU NOT TO SNOOT.. 
JUMPIN' CATAMOUNTS ' 

IT'S A ©AL * ' 



. you., you.. 
. 'all of you 

WADDlES WORKlN 1 
FOR. BLACKlE 



ONCE 

MORE 



^ WAAL, I'LL BE ‘ 
HORN-5WOGGLED; 



LOWER* N 
* SNAKES. 



. CHAKMEP, MA'AM, ) MY NAMES 
RECKON YOU /JULIA GATES. 
SEE THE OIF- *% THIS HYAR'S 
„ 'RENCE BETWEEN \ MY PAW'S 
ME AN' THIS WHIPPED') RANCH. 

. SNAPPER. I'M -^PAW (5 IN ' 
p7 A SENT. ^/FLAGSTAFF 
L V AN' DONT know 

^ // WHAT'S GOlN’ ON. 



I'M DUSTY > 
BALLEW . THIS 
OLD COOT'S , 
GUMPT/ON 
JONES 



HUH/ YOU'RE \ DON'T TAKE 
STRANGERS IN LONG TO 
THIS VALLEY, / SMELL OUT 
I HOW COME < A SKUNK. 
/YOU'RE AGIN L__. ^ ^ 

BLACKlE ? / 



MA'AM, YOU'RE 
BARKIN’ UP THE 
WRONG TREE... ' 
WE'RE ASIN 
(JLACKIE POWERS. 



MISS JULIA, HOW 
COME YOU'RE HYAR 
ALL ALONE ? WHAR 
ARE THE HANDS, 

AN' THE CATTLE ? . 



MISS JULIA. ...YOU'RE A BRAVE ©AL. 
ME AN' GUMPT/ON'RE PlTCH/N' IN TO 
HELP YOU FOLKS. WE'VE HANDLED 
LOTS HAROER MAVERICKS THAN V 
BLACKiE POWERS. -/ ^ 



BLACKlE POWERS 
MEN DROVE BOTH 
AWAY. THEY SCARED 
THE MEW, AN' STAM- 
PEDED THE CATTLE. 




HOWDY, ©ENTS. A NOTHIN)' PAKONEIZ 
WHAT'LL. IT BE? J VJE'RE HERE ON 
„ k_A • BUSINESS . i 



WHERE DO I FIND 1 THAT 5 HIM y-— — ^ 

BLACKIE POWERS ?/ OVER THERE... J HE 
. 2 , , < ASA INST THE /LOOKS 

aggaaea wfajgiij^V . wall . /T 7 weaneR'N 

VM’V \ A POLE 

“ JffivmrA > cat. 



COME ALONG, GUMPTION.., 
WE'RE EXCHANGIN’ WORDS 
WITH MR. POWERS. „ 



YEP. A HUNDRED TIMES. 
RECKON THIS 15 WHAT 
SAY, DUSTY— DID J WE'RE LOOKIN' FOR. 

EVER TELL THE LOME EAGLE CAFE. 
YOU ABOUT.. 




NO MIND. you 

MISTER... 5HAK. 
DUST. HO W'U£ 

you, do in; i 

SUMPTION 



huh: 

WHO' RE 

you ?. 



NOW, MlSTEZ ) I DON'T HAVE 

— DRAW/ /an outside - 

.-j-^lHANCE. VOU , 

\T t HAVE THE DROP. 



I NO. HE DON'T 
MISTE/R.' X 
i HAVE * PUT 
YOUR (SUN . 
UP BLACKIE. 1 



ALL PKSHT POWERS L GIT DOWN ON ) THAT 5 
YOUR FACE. ..AN 1 THIS SNOWS I \ MUH BOY 
MEAN BUSINESS. OR THE NEXT ONE J DUSTY / 
©CES THROUS-H YOUR SKULL/ 



WHILE YOU'RE DOWN THERE, 
POWERS — THINK TH/S OVER J 
LEAVE THEM HOMESTEADERS 
ALONE. IF I HEAR OF YOUR 
SADDLE TRAMPS BOTHERIN’ THEM, 
I'M COMIW SACK WITH BOTH 
SUNS BLAZIN’.' THE NAME'S 
PU5TY 0ALLEW IN CASE 
YOU'RE INTERESTED/ 






-''WHAT'S 
THE HURRY/ 

. PUSTY ? 4 



MEBBE SO.... WHEN rWAS 
WYATT EARP'S PEPUTY IN 
TOMBSTONE, r SAIP TO ^ 
HIM OWE PAY, I SAIP/ f 
v "WYATT.. . . I HAVE A ]/ 
v '-— , HUNCH . 



/ SAVE YOUR 
BREATH. GUMPT/OW 
..WE MAY NEEP fT. 



SHUCKS l YOU 
NEVER LET ME 
SAY NOTHIN' _ 
ANY MORE. M 



WAAL, TEX— I RECKON THIS 
OATES GIRL BROUGHT &ALLEW IN.. 
...AN 1 I RECKOH FURTHER THAT 
HE ANP HIS PARP ARE HANOlW' 
OUT AT THE LAZY V. I KNOW 
A SHORT CUT TO LAZY V, 

GENTS. 



STRETCH YOUR STIRRUPS, 
GUMPTION ' I'M WORKlbJ' ON 
A HUNCH THAT POWERS'LL 
TRY SOMETH! SJ' AT 
LAZY V . , 





PURTY PEVIL, AIM'T 
SHE ? OKAY, BOY5 / 
CLOSE IN / 



HOWDY, MISS JULIA ... A YOU S/PE-W/NP/M , 
THOUGHT I'D PAY YOU ) PEY GELCMW', CATTLE- 
A SOCIAL VISIT/ STSAUM’ POLE CAT.' . 
^ ^ V (gET OFF MY LAMP/ 



MEANWHILE 



THERE SHE IS, 
BLACKIE . . 



YOU WILD CAT/ THIS'LL 
HOLD YOU FOR A WH/LE 



I BOSS, r DON'T, 
SO WITH HITT/N' 
s GIRLS / 



BALLEW WILL 
BE ALONG ANY. 
- MINUTE NOW/ 



LATER , 



LISTEN, DAWSON- 'ANOTHER WORD OUT 
OF YOU, AND I'LL SEND A TELEGRAM TO 
ABILENE.... THE MARSHAL IS MIGHTY . •< 
INTERESTED IN YOU, IF I RECALL. NOW, I'M 
TAKIN’ HER INTO THE HOUSE. THE REST OF 
YOU MEN KNOW WHAT TO DO. ^ V 



HE'LL 5PILL ABOUT ME....' 
I'Lf GO BACK TO ABILENE... 
THEY'LL HANG ME. WHY 
SHOULD I DO ANYMORE OF 
HI5 DIRTY WORK ??? I'LL' > 
GET AWAY.... : 







HE'S GONE ) BY THE 
LOCO/ f\ HORNED ) WAAL, 
SHOOT him!) SPOON 1 /I'LL BE.. 

r/s IT'S AN < . 

' vm AMgUSH... 



F r won't do rrJ 

SLACKIE'LL TURN ME 
/M. T POME ENOUGH 
KILLIN'. I WONT 
PC IT. 



YAHOO/ 



LET 'EM HAVE fT , 
Old timer/ 



REMEMBER 
THE ALAMO/ POWPER. 
RIVER/ LET 'ER BUCK/ / 



COME ON, 
SUMPTION. 



HYAR THEY COME, 
50VS. GIT YOUR 
sights ow them . 



BALLEW/ 
IT'S A TRAP 
..IT'S.... 

Aaaah/ y 



REMEMBER 
THE ALAMO 



THAT5 ALL I WANT / HUH/ yOU PONT HAVE 
TO KNOW. GET J TO TELL ME. I'D MUCH 
THEIR IRONS, X RUTHER TAKE THE/R 
■ GUMPTION/ y SCALPS, LIKE THE TIME 
1 was with ouster at 
l/ttle sis horn and... 



A FEW WILD MOMENTS LATER 



TALK, UOM0ZE, TALK.' WHO 
SENT YOU ? WAS IT SLA OKIE 
POWERS ? WHERE /S HE NOW? 



YEP. IT L 

WAS BL&KIE. 
HE’S AT > 

LAZY V . /T 








STRETCH YOUR 
STIKZUPS OLO- 
T/MER-. „ 



HMM I AIN'T NEVER 
£501 N’ TO FINISH A YARN 

RECKON I'D BETTER . 

, MOSEY / ^ 



COME ON, HOSS 
MAKE TIME .... 

' THERE'S SIS 
TROUBLE UP ■ 
YONDER. > 



THE MEANT/ME, BACK AT LAZY V 



IT WON'T HELP YOUR HEADACHE NONE 
BUT BY NOW, YOUR FRIEND DUSTY 
3ALLEW, AN 1 THAT OLD SADDLE TRAMP 
PARD OF HIS ARE BUZZARD >. 

MEAT MY BOYS 

ambushed THEM.' — 



I'LL SCRATCH ) WHY, MISS JULIA -"YOU DONT 
YOUR EYES / WANT ME TO HIT YOU __ 
OUT' I'LL... L AGAIN , DO YOU ? 



GUMPTION, YOU RIDE OVER SHOE, UKE 
TO THE ARROYE. GIT DAVE / THE FUST TIME 
TREMONT AN' THE OTHER / J CARRIED THE 
HOMESTEADERS. BRING /MAIL FROM SAW 
'EM TO THE LAZY V. XjOSE. WAS WITH 






eir Outside, bla ckie 

... NO SENSE MESSlN’ 
THIS ROOM. , — - 



I’M SOIN\TO GIVE YOU A 
BETTER BREAK THAN YOU 
DESERVE. I'M HAVIN' AT YOU 
BARE FISTED AN' WHEN 
I'M THROUGH ■ ■ - YOU'RE jS 

■R/P/H' OUT OF THESE 

PAWS, y 

S LISTEN, BELLEW— 
THIS 15 NONE OF 
YOUR BU5IHE55--IU 
' ‘MAKE IT WORTH 
YOUR WHILE.. 



F 



YOU SOT NO COMPLAINTS 
BLACK/E .... IT COULO HAVE 
BEEN BETWEEN YOUR 
EYES. HOWDY, MI55 Mil, 

BB7 JULIA . . 

— 



OHH! 







THIS'LL LEARN YOU 
NOT TO TAMPER 
WITH HONEST 
FOLK l — ''_7 



WAAL, POS MY CATS< 
IF DUSTY AIN'T HAYIN' 
HIS5ELF A TIME. ^ 



AT '5 THE 
WAV, DUSTY 



tremont see to it that 
THIS POLE CAT RIDES ^ 
BEFORE SUNDOWN . J 



DON'T 

WORRY. 



THAT'LL HOLD 
YOU, BLACKlE . 



SHE SHOR WAS A PURTY 
GAL, DUSTY- REMINDS 
ME OF A DANCIN' SAL I 
KNOW ED DUKIW’ THE 

GOLD RUSH IN 

CAUFOKNI-AY... J SHUT UPi 
SUMPTION 

M mSm ..tep—she shor 

■ ■■ WAS A PRETTY 
BH GAL. ..GOOD THINS 
B^A I'M WOT THE KIND 
I MW TO SETTLE DOWN 
B ...YEP SHE SHOR 
^^VVAS PRETTY, y 



AIN'T FELT THIS 
WAY SINCE BELLE 
BOYD KISSED ME 
BACK IN THE A 
CIVIL WAR.... / 



THANK ' 
YOU, TOO.. 
SUMPTION 



THANKS. > 
THANKS FOR 
EVERYTHIN’. 



C'MON , OLD 
TIMER — WE 

V have to 

>7 RIDE. 




FROM THE GRAND CANYON TO THE MEXICAN BORDER 
SPREADS THE FAME OF THAT SINGING. GUITAR PLAYING , 

MEXICAN COWBOY, THE LAZO KID. WHILE THE MAL 
HOMBRES DODGE 'THIS LAUGHING DAREDEVIL. GOOD FOLKS Sp 
FEEL SECURE FOR THEY KNOW THAT THE KID. HIS ‘FLASHING 
SIX-GUN AND CUNNING RAWHIDE LAZO ARE ALWAYS ON THEIR SIDE. 



THE LAZO KID, RIDING TO SERENADE 
HIS FAVORITE SENORITA. RIDES 
INTO WELCOME, BUT UN-^^T 7 
EXPECTED TROUBLEj^-^^/y^ L a . 



CATTLEMEN RETURN THE FIRE OF MONTE I 
THE MEXICAN SHEEPHERDER, WHO FIRES ON 



THEM FROM THE WINDOW5 OF HIS ADOBE HUT. 



WHAT ISTHEES. 
* CHAPULI ? r : 






QUICK, MARITA ! RELOAD MY 
RIFLE. THESE COWPOKES SOON 
FIND OUT WHAT IT MEAN TO ( 
STEAL WATER HOLE OF 
LUIS MONTEZ. r 



WHAT GOES ON AMIGOS ? YOU MAKE 
MUSIC WITH BULLETS NOW ? NO ? ^ 



THEESE DEVILS, ZEY TRY TO < 
STEAL MY WATER HOLE THAT 
I NEED FOR MY SHEEP. rn < 



<H SO THESE COWBOYS 
] WANT A HOLE . SO 
J WE GEEV HEEM 
NOW A LITTLE HOLE IN 
.THE HAT! (a mrT-rf 



OH LAZO! GRACIAS O/ASf 
"7 YOU HAVE COME ! 



M ARDEN, RIVERS, AND 
THEIR MEN WITHDRAW 
TO SAFETY TO TALK 
THINGS OVER. 



THE DEVILS RUN NOW. TO- 
► NIGHT I MAKE THEM A 
LETTLE VISIT AND SEE IF I 
.CANNOT MAKE PEACE./ — - 



Vmoa! must bea Ythat's gettin' 

NEW MAN OOIN' THV 700 CLOSE/ / 1 
SHOOTIN’ NOW \j\FSCL SICK ALREADY/ 



I LEAVE ALL IN YOUR 
HANDS, LAZO, BUT ( 
s TAKE CARE ZEY DO ) 
\ NOT FOOL YOUj J 



EMB’ATTLED INSIDE HIS ADOBE HUT, MONTEZ, HIS 
OAUGHTER, MARITA, ANO HIS SON, PEDRO, FIGHT IT 
OUT WITH THE 5HEEP HERDER'S ANCIENT ENEMY, 
THE CATTLEMEN. 



MAKING A DETOUR OUT OF GUN RANGE, 
THE LAZO KID COMES OUT AT THE 
REAR OF THE MONTEZ HOME. 



DIRK MARDEN AND HIS PARTNER, GAT 



RIVERS, FIND THE. FIRING SUDDENLY 
GETTING A LITTLE TOO HOT PDR THEM . 





r SSNORS , ; FOR TEN 
l PESOS, TUE WATER 
p HOLE, SHE IS YOURS | 
'TIL THE SUN, HE Rl&E 
IN THE MORNING. . 



^ THERE YOU ARE, ^ 
‘MONTEZ, TEN PESOS / 
AND THESE COWBOYS s 
THEY SWEAR THEY WILL 
) BE VAMOOSE BY r — ' 
k. SUNRISE; r-fS^ 



BUENOS OIAS,SENORS.‘ HAVE YOU ^ 
FORGOTTEN YOUR PROMISE TO LEAVE J 
WHEN T HE SUN HE RISE IN THE 

WHATTA YA MEAN, 

r V ( LEAVE? we bought this , 

Ldh V WATER HOLE LAST NIGHT! 



GRACIAS, SENOR 
, ADIOS . r=r^ 



OH, LAZO, YOU ARE 
\WONOERFULjy^ 



GOOD TRICK ; SENOR, CHANGE BRANDY M/NQ VOUR CJ 
ON CATTLE. MAYBE YOU STEAL OWN BUSINESS, 
CATTLE LIKE WATER-HOLE ? J ( KID! AND BEAT IT 

WO/ . BEFORE WE FILL YA I 

FULL OF LEAD! > 



HI, V/. CHAPUU 

-i ci/APtJWr 



THAT NIGHT THE LAZO KID GAILY 
STRUMMING HIS GUITAR, VISITS THE 
CATTLEMEN... 



i 



■ < AMIOOS, r BRING 

WELL, WELL! A \YOU GREETINGS ( 
MEXICAN JUKE BOXj FROM MONTEZ, 
W EARIN' COWBOY f THE SHEEPHERDER 
' — L BOO TS, j — > HE WANTS TO MAKE 
LTi ( PEACE WITH YOU. f 



THERE'S YOUR TEN PESOS, 
KID, AND YOU CAN TELL THE 
OLO SHEEP HERDER THAT ^ 
WE'LL BE GONE BY SUNUP, 1 



BUT NEXT MORNING THE CATTLEMEN 
SHOW NO SIGNS OF LEAVING THE 
WATER HOLE. IN5TEAD 



* ALL WE WANT 15 TO STOP 
LONG ENOUGH TO WATER OUR 
CATTLE. THEN WE'RE DRIVIN' 
A ON SOUTH . ^ 




J> adios, senors! C 

ANO NOW WATCM OUT 
FOR THE STAMPEDE. 



YOU TRY ANY 
TRICKS. KID, AND 



CHAPUU. WHICH IS MEXICAN FOR GRASS- 
HOPPER; HEARS HIS MASTER'S VOICE AND 
GALLOPS LIKE THE WIND TO HIS RESCUE. 



i iw. unis 

'I'LL drill daylight 

THROUGH YUH / > 



CAREFUL ! 
— ? SENOR , 



WITH RECKLESS DARING, THE Z/J20 KID 
RIDES IN THE MIDST OF THE HERD, FIRING 
HIS GUN, SWINGING HIS LAZO AND FILLING 
THE AIR WITH BLOOD CURDLING YELLS. - 



THE CATTLE THIEVES ARE AMAZED TO SEE 
THE LAZO KID STAMPEDING THEIR HERD 
RIGHT BEFORE THEIR EYES. 



WE SHOULDA KILLED 
THAT SHEEP HERDER 
WHILE WE HAD HIM J 
IHERSl y r- 



> I'LL DRILL YOU ■ 
FOR THAT/ you- 



hi y// V/WOO / 



missed! he got away 

BEHIND THEM ROCKS | 



YOU SHOULD SEE, MARITA', 
HOW THE fcATTLE RUN ^ 
LIKE CL OUDBURST. 

£/7za' vouT 

M HAVE saved US f 

]f$»r%AGAIN l 



THE THUNDERING HERD 
BEARS DOWN ON THE CATTLE 

" r J NOTHIN' CAN H 

{STOP THEM n ow/ 

/ou/cK/^- — . ir 

1 KNOW A SHORT CUT. ) \\ 
MAYBE WE CAN r — ' \\ 
HEAD 'EM OFF / J, JJ 



HE'S STAMPEDIN' THE 
CATTLE! — HERE 
W THEY COME!—. C 
( RUN FOR rr/j 






A FEW MINUTES LATER A MYSTERIOUS 

KNOCK ON THE FRONT DOOR 



MORE TROUBLE ? 

. HUN, LAZO ? > 



IF THEESE RUSTLERS 
LOOSE THEIR CATTLE. 
THEY WEEL RETURN 
HERE FOR REVENGE. 

. KEEP YOUR GUNS 4 
arin LOADED/ 



T MY NAME IS SELDEN AND THIS IS MY SON, 



ROY. I SEE A LOT OF HOOF- PRINTS 

AROUND HERE. HAVE YOU SEEN A j 

HERD OF CATTLE ? , — " ^ S 

, -V TELL THE SENORS TO 

\^CON\E IN, LAZO.T ’ 



I’LL BE GLAD TO PAY ) 
YOU FOR HELPING ME V 
STOP THAT HERD AND 
RUNNING DOWN THEM 
s. RUSTLERS , 



WHY SHOULD YOU 
PAY ME, SENOR, 
WHEN IT IS FOR . 
ME SUCH A 
PLEASURE? 



SCLOON'S DESCRIPTION OF HIS CATTLE BRAND 
PROVES THE STAMPEDING HERO TO BE HIS. 



TAKE A SHORT 



The stampeoing herd thun- 

OERS DOWN THE CANYON ROAD. 



HAVING FORMED HIS POSSE, 
THE SHERIFF GIVES HIS ORDER* 



IF WE HURON SHERIFF, WE 
MAY BE ABLE TO STOP THEM 
BEFORE THEY REACH TOWN 
AND TEAR UP TH' MAIN STREET. 



WE'VE GOT TO TURN THEM \ 
OFF INTO THAT LEFT FORK ) 

AHEAD, s- ^ 

) r—f OR BE TAKEN RIGHT 
SUM INTO THE HANDS OF 
THE SHERIFF IN & 
' \ YUMA GRP! JT 



WE’LL GO AHEAD AND TRY TO 
STOP THEM. KID YOU AND^ 
YOUR MEN GO TO THE ENO fl 
OF TOWN AND CATCH WHAT J 
WE CAN'T STOP. f j 



I'LL NEED A POSSE TO 
CATCH THOSE RUSTLERS 
nrrp, i reckon. ^ rrj 





/ KNOW WOO, MARDEN ! AND 
WOO RIVERS/ WOO 'RE ONDER 
\ORRBST / ffOP/ 



" that's wuar Woo X 
WM SHERIFF/ COME 
~lAND OET OS/ r~-^ 



BUT HERE'S A LITTLE » , 

PRESENT FOR YOU. SHERIFF] 
> AND DON'T SAY I NEVER 
[ GAVE you ANYTHING! 



ONE OF THE POSSE IS HIT BY AN OUTLAW .> LET EM «■ 

- i —T*HME IT MEN/ 

( SHOOT TO KILL, 



THE OARING SCHEME WORKS AND THE HERO 
STARTS MILLING IN THE STREET. 



MAROBN AND RIVERS ARK ALMOST CLEAR OF 
TOWN WHEN SELDEN. ROY AND THE KID SPRING 

COrtii fiuaiieu __/ — 



you did n, KID. 
you've saved r 
MY CATTLE / ) 



i GET MARDEN AND <- 
rivers! the MtIROER- 
ERS, THEY TRY TO 
Si GET away! matt 



RUSH THE CATTLE, AIRE YOUR 
GUNS AND YELL! /HAKE THE , 
CATTLE MILL IN THE STREET/ 



TUE SHERIFF AMD UIS FOSSE 00 THEIR BEST \ 
TO TRY TO STOP THE STAMPEDING HERO. 



TUE STAMPEDING UO NO HORNS 
SWEEP OOWN THE MAIN 
STREET AND WREAK EVSEY- 




s. THIS TIME . ■ rr VW S/7/0 IT: Vi 
\ /C/D/ J ) PND AFTER YER C 

/ A4/0 WE'LL GET 

' F\j<J\^y WAT SHEEP HERDER 
MARTINEZ'-^ 



YOU GIVE NECKTIE PARTY TO 
. OTHERS. I 3REENG THESE 

? MAL HOMBRES BACK TO \ 
PARTY. , ^ 



[ IT WAS VEREE 
EXCITING AND 

V a GREAT ( 



THE PEOPLE 
OF THIS ^ 
COUNTY \ 
THANK YOU. 1 

7 LAZO! f/ 



PLEASURE, 

SHERIFF] 



HP, PEDRO ! THE SENORS 
WOULD RATHER BE DEAD 
THAN FOLLOW BEHIND A 
^“■7 BILLYGOATj j — I 



THE LAZO KID OUTGUESSES THE OUTLAWS AND ARRIVES AT 
THE MARTINEZ WATER HOLE AHEAD OF THEM. 



you're RIGHT. SENORS, IT WONT BE LONG 
NOW. BEFORE I GEES/E THE ^SHERIFF P r-"' 
i PACKAGE TIED UP NICE PND TIGHT. ) 



AS THE CATTLE MILL AROUND, 
MARDEN AND RIVERS BREAK 
FOR FREEDOM. 



THEN THE LAZO KID AND 
PEORO ESCORT THE OUTLAWS 
TO YUMA PASS WHERE THE 
SHERIFF AWAITS THEM. 



ILL RACE YOU Jf NO, PEDRO 
BACK HOME, A LET'S TAKE 
I LAZO / f-4/S IT EASY. IT 
» WOULD BE A 

l > GREAT INDIGNITY 
I IV FOR PROUD CHAPULI 
\\ V TO BE BEATEN BY * 
\\ V A BILLY GOAT. 1 



ALL HIS BULLETS GONE, THE LAZO KID 
CLIMBS UP BEHIND THE OUTLAWS.. 

^ IT WONT BE LONG ^CvEAH, HE HASN'T 
NOW. ALL HIS BULLETS ) RETURNED OUR 
MUST BE GONE. ^ FIRE IN. A LONG „ 
'WHILE, NOW. ; 






THE GALLOPING GHOST OF THE RANGE 



S YOU'LL HAVE TO 
SHOOT BETTER' N THAT, 
PARDNER....IF YOU 

7 RECKON ON , v 

( STOPP/N* ME/ A 



^SO SIT 
HIM/ , 

dusty/ 



LTROM OUT OP THE 
NieHT, THE RUSTLERS 
ROPE, BRINGING SUP- 
DEM DEATH WITH 
THEM , AMP DUSTY 
0ALLEW, THE GALLOP- 
ING GHOST OP THE 
RANGE, AIDED SY 
GUMPTION JONES, 
HAS HIS HANDS FULL, 
WHEN HE TANGLES 
With dancer as he 

SMASHES ."THE 

RAN6E-LAND 
KILLERS 'V 



\ RECKON SO. 

. ] WAAL, I'M RIOIN' 
J FOR MUH PAPpy, 
AM' HE COULPNT 
MAKE THE TRIP-— 
SO HERE I AM.., 
BY THE WAY, MUH 
HANDLE’S PON , ' 
BRADLEY. WHAT5 
VOURN ? rt 



7 I'M DUSTY BALLEW, AN ) 

( THAT OLD PACK-PAT IS J 
\ GUMPTION JONES . I 
DON'T KNOW WHY, BUT WE 
RIPE TOGETHER . SAY, BRAD 
— YOU DON'T MIND IF WE / 
CAMP ALONG WITH YOU / 
TONISHT, DO YOU ? ITS f 
7 GETTIN' DARK. 



NOT FAR FROM PODGE CITY, 
DUSTY AND SUMPTION MEET UP 
WITH A LONE COW PUNCHER — 



A WE'RE TAKIW’A 
i? GANDER AT PODGE. 
/ HOW COME YOU'RE- 
/PIPIN’ HERD ALONE f 
LOOKS LIKE AglS 7 
JOS FOR A SOLO^J 



HOWDY, 
STRANSERS 
WHAR YOU . 
HEADIM? / 



OH, I PUNNO, \ 
DUSTY.... ONCET, 
BACK IN TEXAS r 
RODE HERD OF 
K ELEVEN THOU' 

• SAND HEAD 
AV AND... 




T ME TOO, \ CONSARN l I NEVER 
IT'S BEEN ) FINISH A STORY. 

A HARP J WAAL, YOU TENDER- 
PAY. y FEET GO TO SLEEP... 

I'LL PC THE PISHES.... 
AllMtA. AN ’ CLEAN UP. ^ ^ 



yAAAAH.... 

RECKON 
I'LL HIT 
THE SACK. 



GUMPTION'S) PERSONAL COOK ) 
A FINE /TO GENERAL J 
COOK . y FREMONT, WE WUZ ^ 
Y*-T\ CHASIN’ THE REGS ALL 
’Ml}) THROUGH THESE , 
MIC* M i PARTS AND... / 



RIGHT, 



THEY GOT 
L PON / > 



yAAAAM 



LATER .... AROUND THE CAMPFtRS .... 



SAAAY, THATS 
MIGHTY FINE 
GR US.... AIN'T 
ET UKE THAT 
SINCE r LEFT. 
THE RANCH A 1 
WEEK AGO. ^ 



SUDDENLY.. 



I'LL HEAP 'EM OFF J 
TAKE 'EM. FROM THE 
OTHER SIDE ' 



GUMPTION 
SAPPLE THB 



HORSES 



SHOT 



BUT BEFORE THEY HAVE A CHANCE .... 



GOOD! I NICKED MM 
ONE OF ’EM ! ^ 

X LETS 

60 AFTER 

Mk ^^M ’£ M , PU5TV 



NO . THgy'fff 
TOO MAWy FOR US, 
AN 1 WE HAVC 7C 
5ee how sap 
DON IS HURT . r 

WE'LL ATTEND ) 

TO THEM / 

LATER. / 



LET 'EM 
HAVE IT. 





HE'S DONE . THE 
POOR CHAP. HE 
WAS A GOOD y 
PUNCHER ■ 
GUMPTION . ) 



AT PAWN 



Y YEP, AN 1 THEM RATS 
h FINISHED HIM. WAAL, 
THIS AIN'T NO TIME FOR 
MOURNIN'.,.. WE HAVE , 
WORN TO DO. r~—y 



YEP. GOLD/, I ^ 
WISH WE COULD m 
\ HAVE TAKEN THEM 
J RUSTLERS LAST 
NIGHT, DUSTY. A 



WE'LL RIDE INTO DODGE, 
AW REPORT THIS TO THE 
SHERIFF, GUMPTION. 




SAAAY, DON'T THAT 
SOUND LIKE SHOOTIN' 



A IT SURE DOES.... 
) COMlW FROM THE 
FAR END OF THE , 
B STREET. . S 



r what's 

COIN' ON 



SOME COW POKE WENT OFF HIS 
HAIP. HE'S HOLDIN' THE SCHOOL. 
MARM IN. THAR AS HOSTAGE . 
WE'RE AFRAID 7V SHOOT FOR , 
FEAR OF HITTIN 1 HER . 



SO? WHY SHOOT? GO 
IN THAR AND DRAG _, 
’ HIM OUT . 



J STRANGER, YOU TALK 
mighty big.... why . 
DON'T YOU DO rr? J 







WAPPy/ /’M HERE 
TO GIT YOU l 



HOLD MUH U055 , 
GUMPTION. THAR'S 
A JOB TO DO, , 



( GO TO IT, DUSTY. 

I r PON'T RECKON YOU 
NEED AM V HELP, 



JEST FAINTED . £ VOU THRONED 
\YOUK MAN IS y. YOUR GUN.... 
/IN THAR, COLDER ' N J PlPN'T YOU 
A MACKERAL . --/PUSTY, JEST 
^ LIKE r ONCE DIO 
Ur SACK IN VIRGINIA 
HHPnBHL CITY... |T WAS LIKE 

th/s... 



you AIN'T 
KILLIN' A 
50UL.' . 



THANKS, 
MISTER.. 
ER ... 



SHERIFF, THAR WAS A T MESSE 50. DON'T 
KILLIN' AN' A RUSTLIN' I TELL ME MUH 
ON THE RANGE LAST \ BUSINESS . YOU 
NIGHT. FELLER NAMED ) AN YOUR FARDNER 
DON BRADLEY WAS < WAIT (N MV OFFICE 

SHOT. RECKON YOU'LL ) ....I'LL RlDE OUT 
BE WANTIN' TO IN-. /WITH A POSSE. 
VESTIGATE IT. I ^ DON'T TRY NOTHIN , 
WIN6EP ONE OF FANCY, MIND... t—-* 
THE RUSTLERS .M N '/ 



) PUSTV. 6ALLEW, 

. MA'AM. IT WASN'T 
/ANYTHIN 1 . IT'S A 
PLEASURE TO SAVE 
A PURTy GAL LIKE 
— 7 you. j 



HUH , LISSEN TO 
HIM. YEV THINK 
WE PONE THE 
KILLIN'. WE'LL 
BE A- WAITIN' 
RIGHT ENOUGH. 





YOU WANT ME V* v 

TO USE THE / YEP., 1 
SHAWNEE -'StHATS 
MET HOP? LIKE) IT. r 
I POME AT I 

RED RIVER ? 2_Zl> T* 



THATS ALU 
WANTED TO 
HEAP. NOW 
WE'LL PUT * 
.YOU OUT OF 
) THE WAV 
'FOR A WHILE, 



HE 5 DANSEPOUS, 
BOYS.... WE'LL . 
HAVE TO PUSH f 
l» HIM. y 



T MOPE. NAPY \ SMOg. WHY 
/A CHANCE. I SHOULD WE 
LET'S PIDDLE / PISK OUP 
THE PLACE / NECKS, TAKIN ' 
WITH LEAD.,,) HIM ALIVE ? r 



GUMPTION, THEY'LL TPY TO SHOOT \ YEP/ THAT'S 
US TO PIECES. HERE'S MY IDEA... ) WHAT HICKOC 
..OPEN THE DOOP, AN 1 WE'LL RUSH J DIP IM 
'EM BEFORE THEY SET SET. ABILENE < 

COME OUT SHOOTIH 1 BUT JEST ft ONCE... HE ... 
THROW LEAD. POUT SHOOT / VI,. / 

t— TO KILL. rt- , -y r TlllTl 



STAPT \ I GOT SHOT PU5TUN J 
PALAVERIN , ] CATTLE FOP THE "> 
FRIEND. I / SHERIFF LAST MIGHT. , 
AIN'T / HE'S SEEN ^ 

scalped Away lay in' v^hepe 

NOBODY COTTLE FOR COMES THE 



YOU GIVE HIM 
BETTER 1 N HE 
DESERVED, 
DUSTY. NOW 
-7 WHAT ? 



FOP A MONTHS. / SHERIFF 
WEEK. MOW.' HE 

f HAS THPEE 



OPEN THE DOOR i \ SHERIFF , RECKON YOU'LL 
BALLEW / YOU'RE HAVE TO COMB IN 
UNDER. ARREST/ A AN' TAKE US. 



NEVER MIND THAT; T S HECKS, DUSTY —YOU 
OPEN THE POOR / V ALWAYS STIFLIN' ME. 




YIPEEE/ YAHOO 



yAH 00 / HERE WE 

COMB, SHERIFF.'.'/ 



REMEMBER THE 
ALA MO / — ' 



SORRY, MAYOR. ME 
AN’ MY PARC? AIM 

. , . TO BE MOVIN' 

' / |'M MAYOR OP i WHEN WE PEUVER 
/ 0O06B. we /THIS PASSEL TO THE 
' WANT YOU ^ MARSHAL AT THE v- 

FOR 5HERIFP. /PORT. > V 

^ > S/-X YEP. THERE 1 

7/ //[ AIN'T NOTHIN ' > 

more for us ) 

HE * £ ‘ s' 



LATER. 



f YOU'RE CRAZY, \ YEP, AN' YOUR 
) BALLEW. YOU'LL) BOY SPILLEP.. 
I SWING. I FOUNP /YOU KNOW THE 
) YOUR 5 PUR ONE PUSTY / 

OUT THERE ) WINSED. SHERIFF / 
NEAR THE /....SANE YOUR // 
SCENE, BREATH.... YOU'LL / / 

V NEEP IT WHEN /A* 

' (THE ROPE'S AROUNP />L- 
YOUR NECK. ^ // I 



RECKON THE UNITEP 



STATES MARSHAL’LL 
HAYE A WORP TO SAY 
ABOUT THIS. NOTHIN’ 
ROTTENER THAN A • 
CROOKEP SHERIPP. y 



WAAL, THAR 0OE5 ) 

A MAN.... I 5HOR > '"■**'•<8 
HOPE HE COMES /SO PO I.. 
SACK SOME rs/S.SO DO I.„ 
PAY... . 



I MISTCZ BALLED. I 

' MISTEG...OH, f -*□ 

PUSTEEEE ..../ WAL, 1 

1 — i --"T I'LL BE j 

> HORN- 
( 5W06OLEP.. 



yOU ??? 
mistbr 

BALLS W/ 



YAHOO / TH/5 MAKE5 

ME FEEL TEN yeARS 
. YOUNGER / / 



DON'T SPARE THE 
HORSES, GUMPTION 



YOU RE WRONG, ) WHAT'S 
GUMPTION. /THAT 
THAR'S ONE 

THINS MORE //// MIS1 
POR ME BALL 

TO PO. /- / HOW 






THE DUDE GETS HIS DUDS DIRTY 



T HE cowpokes in Canyon Gty would have 
branded Bud Laney as a stuck-up dude. But 
Mom Laney was really to blame. For when Pop 
Laney died of sudden lead poisoning in a ruckus 
with some cattle rustlers, still roaming free, he 
left Mom a spread of fifty thousand acres of 
choice grazing land and a big herd of white-faced 
cattle, fat and sassy. Mom was a pretty tough 
boss herself, handy with a six-gun and a rifle, and 
able to ride herd with the best of them. But Mom 
was mushy about her only son, Bud, and would 
have fired any hand on the place who would have 
even suggested that there was any flaw in the 
character of her handsome, curly-haired, blue- 
eyed dude of a son. 

Mom kept Bud in college too long. And then 
-she let him travel and see the world and its 
senoritas. Let him run wild until she suddenly 
woke up to the fact that she had an expensive, 
lazy, snob for a son. Then Mori} with the abrupt- 
ness that was part of her nature stopped sending 
Bud money. She was afraid it was too late, but 
she had to find out if Bud would ever be a man. 
So one day the ranch buckboard brought home 
from the railroad depot a' playboy who was sold 
on the idea that work was a burden that fools 
carried on their shoulders and that trouble and 
danger were ghosts that haunted stupid mortals 
who didn’t know how to dodge them. 

It was old Ace Cassidy who drove Bud home 
from the depot. Ace, whose one weakness was 
stud poker, had been with the Diamond D outfit 
for over twenty years. He had loved old man 
Laney like a brother and he had been fond of 
Bud when he was a kid. But now, driving Bud 
home, it seemed to the little old wiry cowhand 
that Bud was dead and that in his shoes was an 
impostor who looked bored out of half -closed 
eyes and who swaggered not only when he walked 
and talked, but even when he sat 

"Well, I reckon, Bud, the first thing you’ll be 
wanting to dp, after you’ve told your Maw howdy, 
is to ride witK me over the range to see what a 
spread you’ve got," said old Ace, 

Bud looked at the horizon with dreamy eyes. 
“I don’t know,” he said, “that I'll be here very 
long. I’m very much surprised that Mom wasn't 
at the depot to meet me.” 

Ace stole a sharp glance at Bud from under 
bushy white eyebrows. "Like I told you, son, 
your Maw was aimin’ to drive in with me, but 



some ornery polecat rustlers cut the wire and 
stole some of the Diamond D cattle last? night and 
she rode off with Vic Hammit, the foreman, at 
dawn to run them varmints down. She had her 
saddle-rifle with her and meant business. I ain’t 
never seen her look so mad since your father wa* 
killed.” > 

Bud hitched up his trousers, crossed his legs 
and folded his arms. “In other words: although 
my mother is a very rich woman, a few head Of 
cattle are more important to her than greeting 
her only son she hasn’t seen in five years.” 

Ace bit the ends of his scraggly gray mous- 
tache. "Oh, that ain’t it at all. Bud. Your Maw’s 
always been crazy about you, and you know it» 
But, it’s a funny thing. She’s never given up 
hope of running down the rustler that killed your 
Paw and — ” 

"Great Scott, man!” exploded Bud. "That’s 
been over ten years ago. The man who killed Pop 
is probably dead by now. Besides, when is this 
country going to grow up and hire law and order 
to punished its killerfc and cattle thieves?” 

"Oh, we got a Sheriff, right enough. But your 
Maw figures that punishing the snake who killed 
your old man is her particular business. And 
from what she told me, she’ll be mighty dis- 
appointed if you don’t see it that way, too.” 

Ace and Bud were rolling up the tree-arched 
driveway to the old ranch house, now. Bud put 
his arm lightly on Ace’s shoulder and said in a 
condescending voice, "My dear Ace. I wouldn't 
soil my hands on such dirty scoundrels. Don't 
forget that I’ve been living in civilization so long 
now that I shouldn’t be expected to be savage 
about this old tragedy or any new one.” 

This time Ace bit his tongue fo hold back 
speech. But he thought bitterly, “Yeah, you hunk 
of mush, you been livin’ in civilization off the 
money we savages back here have been sweatin' 
and sheddin’ blood for.” 

Bud strode into the long" hall of the old ranch 
house like 3, conquering hero. But he or anybody 
else would/ have been hard put to have named 
anything he had ever conquered. He called loudly 
for his mother, like he used to squawk for his 
dinner when a kid, thought Ace. But the Mexicar 
cook said she hadn’t come back yet. It was nearl 
noon. And Bud was hungry. He washed up, bt 
instead of eating in the kitchen with old Ace an 



the other cowhands, he had his dinner sent up to 
his room. Then he took a nap and about four 
o’clock he opened up his steamer trunk and took 
out a brand new cowboy outfit that would have 
knocked any rodeo for a loop in its biggest lariat. 

Bud almost wore out the mirror, duding him- 
self up. Then he decided that a little canter before 
sundown with Ace es his groom would give the 
desired edge to his appetite for supper. About 
an hour later, the Diamond D cowboys coming 
in for supper saw a tall, well-set-up young man 
with' a smooth boyish face stride out from the 
house to the corral. His long legs were clad in 
white angora chaps, he sported a pearl white ten 
gallon hat and white leather boots, hand-tooled 
and stitched in red. Long white gauntlet gloves 
protected his gentlemanly hands from the dirt of 
this workaday world. Bud was really something 1 
for to see and the cowboys grinned and whistled 
at him as if he were a good looking dame. 

But Bud ignored the ill mannered underlings, 
rounded up Ace Cassidy, who saddled a lively 
calico pony for him, and together they set out for 
a ride. The cowpokes pitied the city slicker and 
Mom Laney who owned him for a son, but they 
had to admit that he sat his horse as if he had 
been there before. 

Ace said, “I sort of expected you earlier, but 
what you say we ride out toward that hole in the 
fence them rustlers made? Your Maw is way past 
due and I’m giftin' worried about her.” 

“Yeah,” said the self-centered Bud, “this is a 
mighty strange way to treat an only son she hasn’t 
seen in a long time.” 

"I just hope that nothing’s happened to her 
and Vic Hammit,” said old Ace. 

They rode along in silence and Bud found him- 
self drinking deep of the fresh, cool mountain air 
and suddenly of the fountain of memories of his 
life on the ranch before he went away. Something 
stirred within him and he felt a pressing eager- 
ness to see and embrace his mother. 

He quickened the pace of his horse and said to 
Ace, “Come on, old timer. How much further 
is it?”- 

“Oh, just about a mile.” 

Dusk was settling down when they came to the 
hole in the fence. It either hadn’t been repaired 
of the wire had been cut again. Something white 
caught Ace’s eye. He got off his horse and pulled 
a sltcet of paper off the barbs of the wire. 

• ain’t got my glasses, doggone it," said Ace, 
handing the paper up to Bud. 

Bud turned the paper' toward the light from 
the setting sun and read aloud: 



WE’RE HOLDING MOM LANEY FOR 
$10,000 RANSOM. BRING THE MONEY 
TOMORROW NIGHT TO THE OLD 
CABIN AT THE HEAD OF BEAVER 
CREEK OR ELSE. . . . 

“Why the dirty so and sos!” exclaimed Bud, 
spurring his horse through the gap in the fence. 

“Hey, boy, where you think you’re going?” 
yelled Ace, swinging a quick leg over his own 
saddle. 

“To that cabin on Beaver Creek. I been there 
many a time when I was a kid.” 

"But you ain’t even got a gun on, Bud,” said 
old Ace. 

“I don’t need a gun. I’ll tear that kidnaper apart 
with my two bare hands,” Bud yelled back. 

“That rustler kill yuh on sight,” warned Ace, 
“Oh, yeah !” shouted Bud. “Who does he think 
he is, trying* to lay it on the line to-a Laney?” 

It was dark when Bud and Ace reached the 
cabin, but a light shone through a winddw. Bud 
and Ace got off their horses to reconnoiter. Bud 
scolded' Ace for being so noisy. Bud peeped in 
the window ; he saw Mom tied to a chair, a gag 
in her mouth. And seated before her a man with 
a rifle in his lap, a tough looking hombre, reading 
a newspaper. Mom was looking toward the win- 
dow as if her sharp ears. had caught some Sound. 
Her eyes were popping. 

“Better let me go for the Sheriff,” whispered 
Ace. 

“Sheriff nothing !” said • Bud, the short hairs 
rising on his neck. 

“He’s got a rifle and you ain’t got a chance. 
Let’s handle this in a .civilized way, Bud,” pleaded 
Old Ace. 

Bud didn’t wait to knock. He burst through 
the door. The man grabbed for his rifle, but Bud 
made a flying tackle and they both crashed to the 
floor: Ace untied Mom and she frantically tried 
to separate the two men. In fact Ace helped her. 
But they did not succeed until Bud had a black 
eye and the man’s mohth was bleeding. 

“Bud, Bud,” cried Mom. “Stop before you kill 
my new husband and the best foreman I ever 
had.” 

Bud stared in unbelief. Then he tumbled. It 
was all a put up job to test him out. His pretty 
new clothes were dirty' and bloody. . 

Mom Laney gave her son a hug. “Oh, Bud, my 
boy, you didn’t wait until tomorrow like the note 
said. You came right away.” 

Bud felt sore and humiliated. But just then old 
Ace started, laughing. And first thing he knew. 
Bud was laughing, too. He shook hands with his 
new father-in-law. It was good to be home again. 




»/?» A FRAME* UP/ 



WHAT FUC? 
THIS AiNI'T 
SATURDAY i 

Wight 1 J 



COME OJ |KJ ( HOMiKIEV, 
AVJD WASH C=P SCME 
CP THAT GOAD DIET'' 



HOMIKIEY'S CLOTHES ABE IDO SMALL, 8UT | 
THE COKIYICT W BITES A tJOTE OF THAMKSX 
'' JUST THE SAME. 



J HATE TQ VO 
THIS, BUT THESES 
NO OTHEJ2 * 

t wav. J m 



THE TEXAS SHOTS E OF THE k 
BO GBANDE, T2DD CODEC ■ 

/S T&yiHG TO GET his pal m 
HOMlKJEy PIPE TO WET His (■ 
WHISXE&S... WHILE AM 
ESC A PED COMVICT WAITS Jr 

HEABET/' ^rr**T*A 




you STAY HEEE WHILE 

i bustle up some 

CLOTHES FOB 

>&u. ^slf 



THE HEW SHEBIFF OF CACTUS COUNTY A/JD 
HIS DEPUTY APE OK! THE PBOWL FOB AH 



VfcU CALI EKPtAlW 

All that to the 
|j». waboem! f = 4 > 



THIS IS ALL A Be 
mistake, sheeiff| 



tin Pony's LIAMS. s 
SHAG©- AMD LIE'LL 
OUT FOOT 'THEM MASS 
OF VtxlEM Any DAY* 



V(OU CALL THAT CSITTEB 

A hoss? what cibcus 

DID ybu STEAL IT FEOV.?- 






I lAMEW ID HAVE BAD 

luck ip i took: A bath 

AFORE SATURDAY ALL I 
SOT MOW IS THIS MOTE 
AKJD HIS JAIL 
FEATHERS ,« 7/ Ml i: 



you SHOULDVE 
HID youe DUDS 
like I DID. 

WHAT DOES THE 
^ MOTE SAY ? y 






>***{' C0**. 



V2f*& 




WAVIhJG BOUGHT A NEW OUTFIT FOBHOMINEV, 
\EOD GOPEE IS AMAZED TO SEE THE SHERIFF 
I TAKING FOMINlEy TO MU. 



' I TELL you, THIS 

IS A MISTAKE, AND 
WAIT TILL A\y PAL 
k ROD EOPER.HEAES 
k.OF THIS! . 



JUST PEST VDUBSELF 
IN THEBE UMTIL THE 
WABDEM COMES, > 



MV NAME'S BOP 'cq 



WHO ABE ypU? Is 
WHATTA yOU WANT 
BUSTIN' INTO MV 
OFFICE LIKE r< 
THIS? JBTJffl 



SHEE1FF, THE MAN VOU 
WANT STOLE HOMINEyS 
CLOTHES. WHy DON'T 
you PHONE THE Ul 

EjWAEDEN? 



' l kopee and i!m heee 

J TO TELL SOU MOO 
' HAVE NO EISHlT TO 
LOCK UP My OLD PAL 
T^vHCMINEy FIPS'! js£ 



HSEE y'AEE, HoMINEy, OLD 

cuss, put on youe new 

FEATMEES. VOU'EE FEEE > 
s_ AS A BIED.' t^rr . — =C 



„AND yOU SAy.WAEDEN, THIS 
EEyNOLDS WE'BE LOOKING FOE 
IS A yoLWS MAN.. TALL .-6LOND-- 
EAT SO? HM... WELL', y'SEE, IM NEW 



1 KNEW ypU'D DO 
IT, BOD.' 









rr dow't make 
SEWSE. IF HE'S 
imOCEWT, HOW 
COME HE STOLE 
MY CLOTHES? J 



CCm HE TOOK TIME TO 
WEITE THAT MOTE? 
I'Ll BET HE'S HIDIMG 
.OUT IN THAT HOUSE 



VsllBT BOSGS ^ 
REAMED ME, MOM , 
AUD I'M GOIMG TO 
PEO IE IT THAWKS 
FOE THE HOESE 
1 AID GUM. r* 



OUT WHEEE EEVWOLDfe / SOME ©UESTOMS 
Mother, lives, bod? J aeouuo cactus 

' - ->«iiru .. SWH.“ HEBE 

I HE COMES MOSV! 



WATCH SHARP, SOM. 
THE SHERIFF WILL BE 
A-LOOILlM' FOE VOU. j 





let's take this J NOTHING 



T ME DOESN'T KNOW 
/ W0BE HS PEIEMDS. 
'JUST 5^ COT - TO — < 
SCAEE him!! Jm 



»U=M ycAJ, icr=yNj<^ 

I REST VOU STEAL MV 

duds AMD mow you'eE 
TeyiMi 1 to past Ay « 
[WAIE WITH A BULLET.^ 



J DOIN'! I'M 

' gonna 

EUN THIS 
VABamnt _ 
.DOWM. r 



SHOE T cur AND 
MEAD KIM , — / 

^OR=. MB 



SO y l 5EE,.VCUMS 
PELLEE, 'tOU'VE 
BEEN DOING y 
NOTHING BUT > 
MATINS TBDlJBLE 
FOE yOUE 
FRIENDS. ML 



[he'll snap out of it IN a 
MINUTE. STAETA SMALL FIEE. 



i yoUSHOULDA 
I SMACKED KIM 
ONE FOe ME ; . 

s^eco. r~-rf 



GEE, I'M sosey. but' 
evee since i was 

REAMED By WIST BOGGS 
AND SEUT TO THE PEN, 
I'VE FELT EVEEy MAN'S 
HAND WAS AGlkl ME. i 





9 o 2B7UOLDS BBTUBkJS HOMI KIEV'S CLOTL/ES 
4 fjp tells how wist Boggs used to smuggle 



WELL , HE'S MOT 'T WELL, I'LL JK 



HOG-TIED IP IT 
AlM'T WIET BOGGS 
Hi 5 Self// ^ 



HOME SOUMD 
ASLEEP WOW. 

look!! 



I USED TO 2UW THAT FEEey POE MEM AMD 
HOUSES' BETWEEM TEXAS AMD MEXICO. OWE 
WIGHT. TO MY AMAZEMEWT, X HAD TO 
FEEEy SOME COWBOYS WITH ABOUT FlFTy. 
HEAD OF CATTLE. WHEM WE GOT To 
TEXAS, WlET BOGGS, WHO HlEEDME TO 
B21WG BACK HIS COWBOYS, HAD DSAPFcASr 
ED AMD TEXAS EAUGB2S WIESE 

WAIT I MG IWSTEAD / MmmWXTT' Wm * % 



FSDM TH£ MEXICAN SHOES, THE COWBOVS 
OB WIST BOGGS SWtM THE STOLEN CATTLE 
ACSOSS THE &0 &S3ANDE. 



LET ME GO!! I'LL MAKE / WO,BOy. YOU'SE IW 
WlET BOGGS TELL /TROUBLE EWOUGH. 
THE TBUTH/ .—^HOLD HlM,HOMIfWEy, 
WHILE 'X FETCH THE 
SHEe IFF. 




To protect his stole y 

CATTLE, MST BOGGS PISES 
AT THE PUESU/YG MEXlCA/JS. 



soeev; old mam, but 



SETTLE With met 

X Bases' i — - 



COME QUICK, SHERIFF, AMD YOU'LL SEE P ROOF 
L THAT r. REYWOLDS IS IMKJOCEMT. j — - 



j yevepshotT his sum hassj't 

m, SHEElFFf 1 BEEN! PEED, 

SMEEIFF. J ' 



WO, EEVWOLDS,] AMD MOW, * ^ 

**”i KJO! J REYMOLDS, YOU'LL 
-*x$C^AHAW(5 F CR.MU2DEZ! 



Mexican polce chase the ame&cay cowboys iyto 

THE BIO G2AYDE A YD HOT LEAD TAXES ITS TOLL. 



meauwhile, pod sopep meets tueshe&ff 
AYD HIS DEPUTY OY THE SCAD. 



COME BACK 



i'VE <SOT A SCOI2E TO / WERE, YOU 



dad- blasted 
Ypuws mot*head/ 



BOD AYD the sheriff AgeiVE -JUST ASA BULLET 
PIBBCES WiET BOGGS' BO EAST 



MOW DO I KMOW 
you DlDMlT LOAD 
IT UP AGAIM ? 
SEYMOLDS, YOU'SE 





WELL, SHERIFF, I [ WELL, ROPER -ITS EASIER 
RECKON THIS / TO SET IN THE PEN) THAW 
CONFESSION \ OUT, BUT I'LL' PHONE THE 
MAKES BEYMOLDS ) WARDEN AMD ASK FOR . 

A FREE MAW. ) A PARDON FOR 
Ysa^-rA K EVWOLDS. 



\ you SAID IT.' 
THAMES A MILLION, 

. SOPER 1 . ^ 



RECKON WE'D BETTER. nJ 
TELL REYNOLD'S A\A THE i 
©OOD NEWS. SHE'LL SLEEP j 
BETTER TO-NIGHT. 



WHEBE ABE WE 
A-HEADiN' FOB 
NOW, ROD? J 



uxdU 

caJCC ^. 

! P^^ryi- 



'The zkd. 




THE PROBLEMS OF LIFE WHICH EVERY 
YOUNG GIRL MUST FACE, VIVIDLY 
-i TOLD IN EASY- TO- READ FORM-- 




MARY WAS A RURAL SCHOOL 
TEACHER- HER LIFE WAS DULL 
AND ROUTINE/- BUT THEN JIM 
WATERS CAME TO SCHOOL— 

AND THE EVENTS THAT FOLLOWED 
SWEPT JIM AND MARY INTO THE 
CENTER OF A STORM OF GOSSIP— 

I FELL IN LOVE 
^WITHMYSTAR 
* PUPIL! " 




3 





(Of SKIMS,,, 

FAMOUS 
DETECTIVE 
CASES 

REPORTED VIVIDLY AND ACCURATELY 
rnnM ACTUAL CRIMINAL FILES ! 



REAL EXPOSE'S UNCOVERING THE FACTS 
BEHIND WORLD FAMOUS RACKETS AND 
RACKETEERS' 



... PAGES OF EXPLOSIVE CRIME STORIESI 




DOESN'T LOOK 
SO GOOD, 
GUMPTION , r 
DOES IT? / 



WAAL, IT COULD T 
EE WUSS, DUSTY... 
COULD BE A WHOLE 
LOT WUSS . . . . 



r>«RT- >71 CARRENO ^ 
STORY- IRVING WER&TEil 



AS THE WELLS- FARGO EXPRESS, CARRYING 
THE PAYROLL FOR THE LEAD MINERS, NEARS 
LEADVILLE , COLORADO 



0OWT MAKE A MOVE, 
OR I'LL GIVE VOU A 
BELLYFUL OF LEAP. 
THE PAYROLLS IN * 
THE MONEY BAGS, 

pardner. get rr.j 



f I WON'T FOR- 
GIT THEM 
PINTOS. COULD 
■ SPOT ’EM - 
ANYWHERE, m 



OKAY , YOU KNOW 
WHAT TO DO l ft 



VffUSTY 
BALLEW, THE 
GALLOPING GHOST 
OF THE RANGE, 
AND HIS TALK- 
ATIVE PARDNER, 
GUMPTION JONES , 
FIND THEMSELVES 
IN A VERY TOUGH 
SPOT WHEN, 

•THE BANDIT 
SWITCHED 



HORSES; 




NOT FAR MM ^TWA/HA/ (SUMPTION] 

■— 1 A— you KILL ME.... 

...WAAL, DUSTVA WASN'T L WHY EVEN A ^ 
EASY FOR ME TO HOLD \ SCHOOL CHILD W 
BACK T HEM FIVE HUMORED) COULD SEE M 
SIOUX INJUNS ALL BY ^ THROUGH THATCH 
MYSELF — BUT l ^^^^ORY .. — 

. CONK IT.... / 



gumption, yer Jesr an 

\ ORNERY OLD LYIN' ^ 
/ CSPJZO0ATE"' BUT r 1 

like vou. ^ 



SHOR...BUT YOU U 
AIN'T A SCHOOL . 
CHILD 1 HAW/ HAW/ 



DON'T REACH, GENTS...) RECKON 50, YOU 
JUST DO AS X SAy, s' SURE GOT TW£ _ 
— - < DROP WITH THAT ) 

/ V\ jfS DERRINGER.... / 



YOU HAVE A SHARP 
eyg, PARPNEfZ. THERE 
AIN'T MANY MEN WHO / 
CARRT A DERRINGER, > 
I UK* IT/ IT'S UNUSUAL, 
AN' I GO IN FOR THE . 
UNUSUAL. NOW, _ 
FRIEND.... STAND UP y^ 
WITH YOUR HAND 1 * 

ON YOU R HEAO. ) ; / 
WHILE WE BORROW ./ / 
YOUR HORSES. Mf 



I'LL MEET YOU 
SOMETIME WHEN 
THEY AIN'T N- 
EMPTY.... yqj 



THERE'S YOUR IRONS, 
MEN . THEY'RE EMPTY, 
SO LONG. 



ANOTHER 

MINUTE. 



GLAD TO'SEE YOU'RE 
SENSIBLE. ARE YOU 
READY, PARDNSR. ? , 






RECKO N, wet) BETTER \ WAAAL, DUSTY 
HEAP FOR lEADV/LLE. I THIS REMINDS' 
MEBBE WE CAN GET A \ AN EXPERIENC 
CLUE TO WHAT '5 BEHIND ONCET HAP V 
ALLTHI 5. I AIN'T / BUFFALO BILL 
NEVER HAP ANYTHIN' / PUKIN' THE VW 
LIKE IT HAPPEN TO / BETWEEN THE i 

me afore . wuz *‘* ^ 



) NARY A CHANCE ON . 
(these mounts... they re 

WORE OUT AIN'T A 

GALLOP LEFT IN 'EM. M 



c’mom, gumption . 

LET'S GO AFTER 
m THEM l 



/' YOU WON'T 71 
QUENCH NOTHIN 1 , ' 
BOYS....I WUZ 
HELP UP.... AN' THE 
PAYROLL'S GONE ! A 



MEANWHILE, IN LEApVILLf 



Y&U TOLP ME THAT ONE. ..HMMM... 
IP SURE LIKE TO MEET UP WITH 
THAT FELLER. IMAGINE HIM PACKIN' 
A DERRINGER. ..HARDLY ANYBODY 
CARRIES ONE, ANYMORE! ONLY 

gamblers and dupes. 



HEY, BEN l WE'RE SURE V\ArT(N'< 
FOR YOU/ THAR'S A BUNCH OF 
DRY THROATS, AN' THE PAY ROLL 

MONEY'LL QUENCH - 

r OUR THRIRST5.. 7H 



MD PAY.' WE SWEATED 
A WHOLE MONTH.... AN 
NO PAY-.. WHY IF WE 
EVER SIT OUR MITTS 
ON THEM CROOKS... 



THAR'LL B£ A) 

lyncHin' 

SHOR . / ^ 

r t-S WAAL , 
// I GOTTA 
' ( REPORT TO 

l PETERS. HE 
V WONT LIKE 
M V* THIS l > 



BUT THEM ROBBERS WUZ RlDlN 1 
PINTOS.... MARKED IN THE STRANGEST 
WAY.... I'D KNOW 'EM ANYWHERE l ^ 




suddenly, 



W HAT ARE we 
WAITIN' FOR? 



HOLD 

'EM 



WAILIN' CATAMOUNTS.' 
7HAZS THE ZOS3BZ5, 

THEM MOSSES HI 



NO \ 

vou . 

DON'T.' 



/ WHAT5 
ALL THIS 1 



BY THE HORNED TOAD.' 

I RECKON WERE WHUPPED, 

. DUSTY.... x > 



STOP TALKIN' 
AM' F/GHT.' 



INSIDE THE 4 ACES 



ME00E YOU CAN JMAN'S (EOT A * 
TELL US WHY RIOHT TO KNOW , 
L WE'RE HERE... ) WHAT'5 HELD AG/N 
\WHATRE THE r HIM, DON'T HE ? ^ 

\ CHAKOE5 ? • /# ^ 

i / YOU KNOW RIGHT 

k^L \ l/i/ ENOUGH. MOLDIN’ 
UP THE WELLS-FAR- 
NN/Xw/I GO COACH AN' 

STEALIN'THEMINE 
AfT 1 T PAYROLL. DON'T 
1 WORRY, WE’LL 
A GIVE YOU A TRIAL 
WHEW MR. PETERS 
OET5 HERE, 



GUMPTION i Y PARDNEP, THAT YOU 
IF MY FACE / ARE... THAT YOU ARE 
I5AS < ...AIN’T TAKiN 1 A 
BATTERED 1 SHELLACKlN' LIKE 
AS YOURS../ THIS SINCE THE 
...I'M A y TIME DOC HALLIDAY 
MESS .'A AN’ I.... 



NO NEED OF EVERY- 
BODY JAMMIN' IN HERE. 
I HAVE MY IRON. I'LL i 
GUARD 'EM UNTIL 
PETER5 C 



NO.' you fools / 

LET PETERS 
HANDLE THIS/ 







HOPE GUMPTION 
Keeps TALKIN'. 
I'M WORKlN' THE 
ropes OFF .4 
MUH HANDS. tW 



am r A 

SUPPOSED 
TO BELIEVE 
THAT? ^ 



NOW. 



NOW USSEN...WE DIDN'T 
SOB THE COACH . BUT 
WE KNOW THAT ONE y 
OF THE ROSSERS S 
CARRIED A DERRINGER. , 
WHO WEARS A DER- „ 
RINSER AROUND HERE ? 
IT'S A GAMBLER'S r~^ 
SUN.... ^ 



f A. .. A. .*. DERRINGER, A 
I WHY. . wny. . . ONLY ONE 

MAN IN TOWN y 

EVERYBODY ELSE 4J 
PACKS A RESlAR > 
| IKON. ..BUT.. .BUT... I 1 

'can't believe rr... y 



SON, we 01 DMT ROB 
NO COACH. THEY 
GOT THE DROP ON 
U5 AND SWITCHED 



DUSTY GOES INTO ACTION .... 



FIRST, LET'S GET 
RlD OF THE IRON 
THEN WE'LL 
PALAVER .' s-S 



GOOD BOY/ WHY YOU 
SURE WORKED IT NEXT, 
JEST LIKE OC KIT CAR- 
SON ONCET DID WITH 
ME WHEN... S 



WHO'S 



PETERS 



THE 



MAN ? 



SAAY, pard.... you 

DON'T HAVE IP 
KEEP Ut UNDER 
THE GUN . WE 
CANT DO NOTHIN' 
.... WHO'S THIS 
iV\E. PETERS? 



HE OWNS THE MINE. BIG 
MAN A ROUND HERE. 
GUESS HE'S THE WHOLE 
CHEESE. JUSTICE OF 
THE PEACE AN EVERY- 
THIN. HIM AN’ HIS STOOGE 
DAVE HART, WHO’S MINE 
FOREMAN .... ARE THE 
WHOLE WORKS*, 





y£AM... Y TWA R'S THE WHOLE ' 
■\ HE‘5 J THING IN A NUTSHELL. 

4 ] ALLUS N HE ROBS HIS OWN , 
/AT THE \ PAYROLL , KEEPS IT, 

/ TABLE.... \ PLU5 THE INSURANCE 
I AN' LATELY I FROM WELLS-FARGO 
HE'S LOST /....AN' THE MEN ‘ARE 
HEAVY. /LEFT HOL PIN' THE _•/ 



I'LL KILL THE FIRST 
MAN WHO MOVES. 
WHICH ONE /S 
PETERS ? — r 



WAAL, IT'S MY ]/ 
DERRINGER * 
PACKIN' FRIEND, 
WE MEET 
ASAlN... . / 



/ WHAT DOES ALL 
\THI5 PROVE, MEN? 
) WE DON'T EVEN 
/KNOW WHAT YOU'RE 
TALKIN' ABOUT. -• 



' BLIT I DO/ YOU'VE 
BEEN LOSIN' HEAVY 
AT THE ©AMBLIN’ 
TABLE.... SO YOU POA 
TUB PAY. ROLL... YOU 
SW/TCM MOPS£S 
W/TM T//£S£ BOYS.. 
'AM' T/zy TO P/M rr 
OM TMEM. BESIDES, 
...YOU'RE THE ONLY 
MAN HERE WHO 
> CARRIES A f 

V DERRINGER. ) 



UH HUH/ YOU 
FORGET 
ONE THING.., 



I ALSO CARRY 

A .n COME 

_ ON, DAVE/ .M 



LIVES ARE 
AT STAKE . 




/ WAAUi I L 
PECL ARE. *< 
NEVER KNOW 

WHAT DU5TV"LL 
00 NEXT.... > 



SHAPE FOR A NECK 
- TIE PARTY. 



SEVERAL CAY5 LATER, 



/every MAN 
DESERVES , 

A TRIAi 

NO MATTER 
v WHAT.. ...50 
' PETERS •< 
GETS A TRIAL, 
SAVW? ^ 



ESPECIALLY >—■ 
NOT ABOUT U5. 
i YOU BOYS 
1 MtGHT'VE • 

. STRETCH BO THE 

) PONT JUMP) WRONG NECKS. 

' TO SUCH /WAAL, 0U5TY... 
V HASTY < LET’S MOSEY 
) CONCUJ- \ A LONS . > — ^ 

'SlOSlS . / T , 



NO YOU WONt. ) NOW, DUSTY- 
THIS MAN y8E REASON- 
SETS TURNED ) ABLE - * - THIS 
CHEZ TO THE \ SKUNK DON'T 
MARSHAL. OR ] DESERVE NO 
I 5WEAR, I’LL L BETTER. 
KILL YOU.... 



GOODBYE. DUSTY.. AFOROfT IT- 
YOU TOO. GUMPT/ON. JAN' NEXT 
THANKS, BOYS \VME YOUR 



PETERS AN’ HART'LL- 
GET A LONG STRETCH, 
THE MARSHAL SAYS. ^ 
THANKS FOR SAWN' 

US FROM DOW SOME- 
THIN' WE’D REGRET V 
w LATER. 



|77 WOULDN'T 
5AY THAT, 
EXACTLY . . 



1 YEP, SLIGHTLY BRUISED... 
BUT 5TILL IN GOOD ENOUGH 



OqMPh 



THAR HE GOES, V I'M RIGHT 
THROUGH THE / BEHIND . 
WINDOW. COME. If7 YOU. / 

on, gumptioh. ' 



YOU’LL HAVE TO 
SHOOT BETTER N 
THAT, PETER5. 











THIS IS DUSTY SALLEW.... TOUGH, 
ROUGH AMO RUGGED.'/ A PRODUCT 



<££«£ 



OF THE OLD WEST » WHIN MEN 
TMXBD WITH THEIR GUNS.. ..AND A 
SLOW DRAW SPELLED A GRAVE IN 
•OCT HILL/ WPf WITH DUSTY AND 
SUMPTION AS THEY HIT THE TRAIL Of 
HIGH ADVENTURE.... ON THE WILD, 
UNTAMED RANGE OF THE WEST/// 



THE GALLOPING GHOST 
OT THB RANGE 



Ac 



(ACROSS THE WIDE RANGE LAND/ 
UKE A WHIRLING TORNADO, RIDES 
' DUSTY' 0ALLEW, AND H/S SIDE- 
KICK, GUMPTION JONES WITH 

HIS TWO SIX SHOOTERS READY IN 
TUB HOLSTER, AND H/S HARD FISTS 
CLENCHED. DUSTY BAU-EW, THE 
GALLOPING GHOST OF THB RA NG£, 
S READY TO FIGHT FOR THE UNDER- 
DOS, AT THE DROP OF A HAT, OR 
THE 5CUND OF A SHOT//// 






PLUSV** 



i Gaucho 



Style 535 — Texas Rongor 



Social Security Plate only 35c 



I 1INIATIONAL VALUBt a j 

handsome all-around Zipper 
Billfold brlghtl}' decorated in 
J scintillating colors. Illustrations 
shown herewith are faithful re- 1 
, productions showing the beauti- 
, ful colored scenes embossed on 
these billfolds. Can't rub off. 
i Other exclusive features include 
Built-in Zipper Change Purse. 
Deluxe Pass Case and a roomy 
Currency Compartment. Satis- 
. faction guaranteed or money" ' 
back. Rush your order and pic- • 
J ture choice on the coupon below. 



EEEEqj 



El 



Mail Coupon With Your Billfold Selection 



IUINOIS MERCHANDISE MARI, D.pl ?3ARA U17 Eoyolo Av.„ CKIcfi. » HI, 

Kisr« l «s ks sa«s vs ™ «• '•«•» «■«* ■» «■ «• 

rtfuiMl. 

MY 1III.U'0IJ>. HKLKCTION 1S:_ 









talk - S/trc - pTZI 

THROUGH YOUR OWN ** * 



Fool Your 
Friend* — 

Give Your Own 
Radio Shows 



Amaze and mystify your friends by talking about 
them over your own radio. Create- and broadcast 
shows, commercials, and "news flashes". Just flick 
the button of this professional, studio type "mike" 
and you cut In instantly on any program, make 
believe you are on with the big stars. Surprise 
friends in your home by men- 
tioning their names on the big 
network shows. It's loads of fun 
for adults and kids. 



Complete — nothing 
else to buy. This pro- 
fessional looking 
switch button mike 
comes complete with 
illustrated instructions 
. . . shows how to in- 
stall on your radio. 
"MIKE" has long insu- 
lated cord — complete 
ready to attach. 



SEND NO MONEY 1 

ktmrii* and try thU iwoll "MIKt" at horn* without | 
rick. Send no monoy — |uit noun and addrats an paany j 
pMttard and wa'II »h!p C.O.D. plat potfogo, or »ond J 
$3.00 and w* »hlp a poitpald. Ho C.O.O. outlda U4.A. I 





"Smart Set” styles 
sold direct to you 
neut lowest prices! 



it that they pay anywhere from 25 to 50% 
swanky shops — while you can get these newe 
at these amazingly low direct-to-you prices. 



Think of it — you don't have to send a penny — just select the 
styles and colors you like best. When the postman delivers your 
lovmees, you poy him. Then you try on your stunning Lovmees 
in the comfort of your own home, and if they aren't the 
smartest looking, most flattering casuals you've ever seen, you 
may return them within 10 days and every penny will be 
cheerfully refunded. 

With today's high store prices — this is the sensible way to buy 
shoes — direct to you, with no high rents, no salespeoples' 
salaries added on. That's why these well made, ultra stylish 
casuals ore worth so much more than they costl Order your 
lovmees today— they are lovely to look at, delightful to wearl 



The sooner you mail this coupon, the sooner 
you'll be wearing the most comfortable, eye- 
catching shoes you've ever ownedl 








LOVMEE SHOES 






Dept. E-l, 871 Broad 


Street, Newark 2, New Jersey 




Gentlemen: Please send me the following: 




PAIRS STYLE & PRICE COLOR SIZE 


WIDTH 


Plaza . 


. . @ 4.95 




Plaza . 


. . @ 5.25 




Ritz . . 


. . @ 3.95 




Algonquin @ 3.95 



C'fy 

2nd Choice Color, 
Check . . . 



. .C.O.D. (plot postage), . 



Money Order. . . 

(We prepay postage if full payment accompanies order) 

SENT ON APPROVAL- SEND NO MONEY 



.jry, plus = l« k «. 



Itgt of r«l 

$ 



ovfrtZL 

CASUALS 

LOVMEE SHOES 

^ 871 Broad Street, Newark 2, N.J. 




COMICS 



I'VE ROPED LOTS OF 
STEERS , BUT THIS IS THE 
FIRST TIME I EVER 
. CAUGHT A COVOTE! y 



CONSARN YOU, 
BALLEW ; I NEVER 
COULD GET THE 
DROP ON YOU/ 



AUyJuioe 



U*A*2-D 1^-10 PutJay?A 

De> 

^<JXUoE )rV^' \Xio5~TXfcx ^ 



{rlorf*63 IfiJ. 10645^0° 



STUUUXf 



The Galloping Ghost of tho Rang# 







— 1 


J i J 








MAY. J 




